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"Don't you sleep?" 


Polly looked up from the keyboard where she'd been sitting for the past five hours or so, to see Troy's 
friendly, if scruffy, face. "Why? What time is it?" 


"Three." 
‘Oh. And everyone's already in bed?" 
Troy chuckled softly. "Well, we've been at it a few days now, there has to be a lull sometime." 


'| suppose," Polly murmured, looking straight back at the keyboard. "I'm just having a bit of trouble, itll come 


to me." A small desklamp illuminated her notes, chasing the shadows back with its warm yellow glow. 


Troy settled his hands on her slim shoulders, massaging gently. "And then you'll get some rest? | won't be 


having you get sick on my watch, missus." 
"Oh, you can keep doing that, thank you. Since when are you watching me?" 


"Figure of speech. How can someone so small have shoulders so tight?" Troy dug his thumbs in, attempting to 


work some of the knots out. 


Polly sighed. "I guess | am tired, at that. All right, I'll just have a walk around the courtyard to clear my head, 


and | promise I'll get some sleep, Mr. van-|-can't-say-your-name-at-this-late-hour." 


Squeezing her shoulders one last time, Troy replied, "That's all right. Most people can't say my name at any 
hour. Night, PJ." 


"Goodnight," she smiled as she watched him pad off to his and Joey's bedroom. She sighed and tried to focus 
one last time on her scribbled notes, gave it up as a bad job, and slipped her feet back into her shoes to walk 
outside. 


As soon as she'd quietly closed the front door behind herself, she turned to the side and nearly jumped out of 
her skin at the obvious shadow of a man on the antique rocking chair which always sat on the porch. A few 
deep breaths later, she cautiously approached, and in the dim moonlight made out the features of one of the 
young boys from the Zico band, and he appeared to be sound asleep. She hadn't properly met any of them, but 


they seemed nice enough. 


"Excuse me," she whispered, tentatively touching his shoulder, "excuse me, are you all right?" Lord knows what 
he'd taken, and she couldn't quite tell if he was breathing or not. When she got no response, she shook him 
gently. "Excuse me, Mr., um, Zico," she whispered a bit louder, blushing at the absurd title. 


The boy snorted and batted at her hand. "Gerroff, Chris, told you I'm sleeping out here," he mumbled, not 
truly waking up. Polly couldn't stifle her giggle, and his eyes flew open as he gripped the arms of the chair in 


panic. 


Polly straightened up, covering her mouth in a vain attempt to hide her mirth. "I'm sorry, but my name is not 


Chris." 


"No, you definitely don't sound..or look.like Chris. Hi, sorry, |, ah, well. My bandmates are a bit idiotic, see, and | 
couldn't take staying in the trailer with them." He rose to his feet a bit unsteadily, probably trying to 


remember his manners, and reached out a hand. "I'm Paul. Or my friends call me Long." 


Bemused by this tall, oddly polite and slightly scraggly boy, Polly took his hand. "Well, I'm Polly, which is fairly 
close to Paul. I'd say we were a matched set, but | think there'd have to be two of me to make a match for 
you." She blushed as soon as the words left her mouth, but there they were nonetheless. 


A flash of teeth in the dark was Long's only response to her comment. "So..why are you walking around by 
yourself so late at night?" 


"Just trying to settle my mind a bit before | turn in I've been staring at the same keyboard and scrap of 
paper for far too long. Please, sit back down, | didn't mean to chase you out of your bed." 


Long looked down at the chair. "Right. | mean, no, you didn't chase me out of bed. Not much of a bed, anyway. 
l.hear there's a hot tub here, don't suppose you'd like a quick soak before bed?" 


Extremely grateful for the dark evening, Polly felt her cheeks burning yet again 
‘| mean, you know, very relaxing and all. And the moon is rather nice tonight” 


"You are making a pass at me. Paul, I've just met you three minutes ago, and five minutes ago, you were dead 


asleep!" 
It was Long's turn to blush. Through a rather sheepish grin, he said, "| was raised to be friendly, is all" 


After a bit more giggling and shuffling of feet, Polly made Long promise to give her five minutes’ time to get 
in the tub before he headed around the corner to join her, and she walked off as calmly as possible, trying to 
appear cool and collected until she was out of sight. Then she promptly clamped her hands over her mouth, 
giggling madly as she trotted over to the hot tub and hastily pulled her dress over her head. / chose a good 
day to wear matching underwear, at least, she thought, slightly giddy. She'd barely slipped into the tub before 


Paul came walking around the corner, hands in his pockets, appearing slightly thuggish and trying to look cool. 


An outdoor light illuminated the tub from above, and he got his first good look at Polly, straightened up, and 
stopped dead in his tracks. "Dear god, you're PJ Harvey!" 


"Shh, keep your voice down. Trust me, you can hear everything that goes on in this hot tub from inside. And 


who did you think | was? How many Polly's did you suppose were running around out here in the desert?" 


"Well, | don't know! | was asleep ten minutes ago, remember?" Long whispered back loudly as he bent to pull off 
a boot, nearly toppling over before deciding to sit down on the cold gravel to finish the job. He rose again to 
slip off his jeans, coat, and t-shirt, then tiptoed toward the tub, softly going "Ow! Ow! Owl" at the gravel on his 
bare feet. 


"Watch you don't step on a scorpion, now," Polly teased. 
The "Ow! Ow! Ow!" increased in speed as Paul nearly ran the last few steps to the tub, Polly giggling at him. He 


gingerly threw a leg over the tub, sitting on the side and letting his other leg follow. As he slid into the water, 
he sighed happily, closing his eyes. "Admit it, this was a brilliant idea" 


"Yes, yes, all right. No need to gloat" Polly closed her eyes as well, letting her head rest against the tub. Even 
though Long was basically a total stranger, he was easy to be around, and she did have to admit (if only in 
her own mind) that this was far more relaxing than walking around the dark courtyard by herself. 


Two eyes and a nose were pressed against the trailer window. Ollie felt a hand slapping his arm repeatedly. 


"Look at this!" Chris hissed. 

"Who are you spying on now?" Ollie groaned. "I just fell asleep, you oaf." 

"Shut up and come up here!" Chris gestured madly toward himself. 

Ollie grumbled a bit, but rose to join Chris at the window, and whistled low. "That lucky bastard” 

"ls that who | think it is?" 

"Well, of course. She's been coming here for years." Ollie reached up to stroke the back of Chris's head, then 
trailed his fingers down a strong back to rest his hand firmly on Chris's ass. "So we know Long's not going to 
be banging down the door tonight..why don't you come back to bed and we can occupy ourselves as well?" He 


pressed up to Chris from behind, the beginnings of his erection very evident. 


Chris smiled and reached a hand around to Ollie's hip, pulling him closer. "| suppose | might be persuaded to give 


up my career as a spy." 


